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PRE FACE 


ing a Preface, but an abſolute Neceſſity, 
that makes me trouble the Reader with 
one. As ſoon as the Title of this Poem 
is read, it will undoubtedly be imagin d by. ſome, on- 
ly a bare Tranſlation of Ovid's Remedy of Love; 
but if they will give themſelves the Trouble hf com- 
paring it, they will ſoon be convinced of their Error; 
for I have added, omitted, and alter'd ſo much through 
the whole Poem, that in TFuſtice to that celebrated 
Roman, it ought not to be called his, but mine; 
yet being highly obliged to Ovid for a kind Hint, I 
have ventur'd to call it by the Name of Imitation; 
tho whether it merits that glorious Character, and 
1 how far the Performance has anſwer'd my Defign, 
leave to the Determination of the Fudicious. For, 
of all the Latin Poets, Ovid wwas certainly the niceſt 
Obſerver of Nature in his lively and pathetick Writs 
ings; he was perfectly skilPd in that admirable Art 
of raiſing the Paſſions, and knew ſo well the ſecret 
\ Springs and Motions of the Soul, that tis impoſſible 
to read him without Elevation and Tranſport of Mind; 
and whoever pretends to imitate him-in our Language, 

AA muſt 
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muſt be content with following him, as Aſcanius did 
Eneas, Wu 
non Paſſibus æquis. N 


So much for Ovid and his Writings; to ſay any . 
more on that Subject, after what has been offer'd bß J 
Mr. Dryden, before the tranſlated Epiſtles, would | ® 
argue my Vanity rather than Diſcretion: And fince 3 $' 

fo difficult a Task, as making Peace with the Fair Sex, of 
lies upon my Hands, who, a million to one, will fan- W 

cy their grand Prerogative, Beauty, invaded by my bt 

inzſolent Attempt; tis more Prudence to employ all C 

my little Stock of Rhetorick in managing that impor- a, 

tant Affair. | 2; 

Bleſs me! What a raſh inconfiderate Action have P 

J undertaken, in writing againſi Love, and its In- te 
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ſpirer, Beauty ! not much unlike that unsilful Fel- 
low's, who, by reading in Dr Fauſtus's Books, conjur'd 
up in an Inſtant, more Spirits than he could preſently 
lay: For by this Poem perhaps I may treate myſelf 
more Enemies of the Fair Sex, than I may be able to 
appeaſe all the Days of my Life : Even now, methinks, 
T perceive whole Troops of Amazons and Female 
Dragoons, 70 leſs valiant than Joan of Arc, or the | 
mighty Trulla in Hudibras, drawn up in Battalia | 
againſt me, reſolving to revenge the Afront I have © 
offer d to their tendereſt Part, their Beauty; but if 
Jam to be conquer'd no more by their Force, than 
by their pretty Faces, I may ſafely depend on Suc- | 
ceſs, and boldly reſolve I 


Ante Victoriam canere Triumphum. 
Not 
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Not that J am inſenſible of the Power of Beauty, 


ar undervalue its Perfections; as plainly appears by 


| my Panegyrical Digreſion in the Verſes on that Sub- 


ject: Tho, at the ſame Time, I cannot help declaring, 


- PLS * — * 


: that Beauty ingly conſider d, according to my fimple 


Judgment, does not deſerve that uniuerſal Elogy 
and Veneration, that its profeſs d Adorers daily 
give and pay it. Poſioly it may, like the Appearance 
of a gay Meteor, pleaſe and entertain the Eyes for a 
while, without making any Impreſſion on the Heart; 
but when lis adorn'd with Virtue and a generous 


Candour of Mind, then the Charm is irreſiſtible, 


and Reaſon ſubmits itſelf willingly to be led in Tri- 
umph to grace the Conquej? : When tis attended by 
Pride, Affectation, and no Manners, it loſes al! Pre- 


tenſions to Conqueſt, and ought rather to be the Ob- 


ject of our Contempt than Admiration, for rendring 
the Owners more remarkably ridiculous, as fine Clothes 
do Perſons of a clumſy ungenteel Shape : And when- 
ever wwe meet with a Lady that ſets too high a Value on 
her external Perfections, in Pity of her Folly, wwe ſhould 
not ſtrengthen her vain Imagination by flatteri 

Compliments, left the intoxicating Sounds diſtract ber 


Brain, and make her a fit Inhabitant for Bedlam, 


where ſhe may praiſe her haughty Airs at leiſure. 
Leſt the World ſhould efteem me a Woman-harter, 
from what has hitherto been ſaid, I here ſolemnly de- 
clare myſelf an Admirer of the Sex, and could I luckily 
And a Woman, fair, virtuous, and weak enough to 


admit of my Addreſſes, I ſhould quickly turn as ar- 


rant @ Lover as ever purſued his Miſtreſs with Sighs, 


Sonnets and Flattery ; but till that Latter-Lammas 
a comes 
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comes, and deſpairing of ever obtaining any Favours 
from the Ladies, 1 reſolve to keep ſo ſtrict a Guard 
upon my Heart, that it ſhall not be in the Power of 
every fine Atlas, and a new Suit of Knots, 70 for- 
ture it, and give me daily a freſh Diſquet. 

Tho” the Reflections on the Fair Sex may, upon a 
tranfient View, ſeem to be a little harſh and unge- 
nerous to ſome nice Sparks, yet when tis conſider d that 
they are general, and 0 corffequently deſign'd for no 
Body, they will eaſily be excuſed, and ceaſe to give Of- 
fence to any: But if ſome Females, who, under the ſpe- 
cious Vigor of Hypocriſy, have palm'd upon the World 
a fair Reputation, ſhould find a lively Reſemblanc, 
of their own Features in my Characters, let me ad- 
viſe them to ſtifle their Reſentments, leſt a Diſcovery 
of their Anger makes another of their ſecret Practi- 
ces; for the old Engliſh Proverb informs us who 'tis 
that winches when touchd, How many Ladies are 
toere-now a-days, who, by an aukward Shyneſs in 


Conver/ation, and a ſqueamiſh Refuſal of a Glaſs of 


Wine, «could fain ſet up, forſooth, for the Pink of 


Modeſiy and Sobriety ! tho, in private, nothing leſs 
than barefac'd Smut, and double-ſtilld Brandy will 
ſerve their Turn: Ladies, of ſuch Complexions, may 
probably be offended at ſome of my Lines, upon the 
ſame Account that celebrated Beauties are angry 
with their Glaſs after the Small-Pox, for ſewing 
them the true Picture of Uglineſs; but it ſhall not 
diſturb me much, for 1 value their Anger as little 
as I would their Acquaintance : No, tis the truly 
virtuous Part of Womankind that I would ftludy to 
pleaſe; who, by an innocent Freedom, and unaffected 
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» fo Pictures: Tis to them that I here make my 
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Behaviour in Company, leave no Room for Suſpicion 
of their exceeding the Bounds of Moderation and De- 
cency even in their moſt private Retirements, and 
who ſurely cannot be diſpleaſed at my expoſing the 
' fecret Vices of ſucceſsful Hypocrites, which give an 
additional Luſtre to their native Worth, and are to 
their Fame what Foils are to Diamonds and Shades 


humble Apology for theſe three ungenerous Lines, 
which without any Manner of rms fall foul 


upon the whole Sex at once, 


Miſtaken Wretch ! all Women are the ſame, 
Equally prone to all that blackens Fame, | 0 
Tho' ſome, diſcretely wiſe, conceal their Shame. 


Tas a Thought that naturally aroſe from the 
Subject in hand, and as ſuch could not well be omit- 
ted; tho, at the ſame Time, I beg them to believe that 
1 have a higher Reſpect for their Perſons, and a 
far nobler Opinion of their Virtue, than may reaſon- 
ably be drawn from thoſe Verſes : Tho the ingenious 
Mr. Cowley ell obſerves that * we ought not al- 
« ways to make a Judgment of the Manners aud In- 
ce clinations of a Writer from his Poems, for ſuch 
* Compoſitions give him the Liberty of ſaying many 
« Things quite different from the real Sentiments of 
« his Mind. 

Hiſtory indeed would as well have furniſh'd me 
with a Set of Women as remarkable for their Good- 
neſs, as Clytemneſtra, Meſſalina, and Tullia are 
' for their Crimes; nay without ſearching % far after 
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hem, our own Nation would have afforded me many 
Examples, that not only equal but far ſurpaſs, the moſt 
luſirious Heroines of ancient Greece and Rome: 
But, alas! that cas wide of my Purpoſe; my Buſi- 
neſs was not to braghten the Character of Womankind, 
or make it ſhine out in its Meridian Splendour, but 
rather, by darkening its native Beams, repreſent it un- 
der the diſadvantageous Circumſtances of Blackneſs 


and Deformity; and fince an entire Averſion to the 


ae Sex was to be the chief Ingredient in the bit- 
ter Potion preſerib'd to the unfortunate Lover, J 
thought, if poſſible, that to make him believe that all 
Women were of a Piece, would be the beſt Method 
of perſuading him to uſe it. 

Some Ai Females will be apt, no doubt, to 
Concuae tat I have met with ſevere Uſage from one 
of their Sex; but J aſſure them to the contrary; for 
2s I never had 4 Title or Eſtate big enough to pretend 
10 any of their Favours, ſo I never put it in their 
Power to uſe me either well or 1; and therefore 10 
ſolve that Piece of Vanity which 7 may ſeem guilty 
of, in bragging of Favours received from Delia in 
the Apology to Cupid, be pleas d to know, that the 
Lady being a Creature of my own Formation, and 
having no ” Exiſtence but what my Fancy gave her, 
I thought, without any Offence or Injury to ber Re- 
putation, I might treat her as I pleaſed. 

And now, becauſe all Perſons, that are poetically 
given, muſt have either a real or an imaginary 
Miſtreſs, from whence they pretend to derive their 
Inſpiration; in Compliance to Cuſtom, I have choſen 
one of the latter Stamp, as being leſs expenfive, and 

eaſier 


4 
4 
- 
* 
1 
* 


per all this is but in 4 Fiction, in a Dream of Paſ- 
ö /ion, as Shakeſpear ſays of the Player in Hamlet. 


bious; but ſure, to a languiſbing Lover, who bas 


and generally is only glaring and ſuperficial. For 
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eafier 10 be pleasd; on whom I have impos'd the 
Name of Paſtora ; at whoſe Shrine I have offer d up 
the uſual Sacrifice of Verſe, fil'd with Darts and 
Flames and Wounds, and ſuch romantick Jargon 


Whether this Book will be acceptable to the Fair, be- 


cauſe it endeavours to diſarm them of their ftrongeſt 
Weapon by which they ſubdue Mankind, is very du- 


courted an imperious Miſtreſs in vain, it will not be 
altogether an unacceptable Preſent, unleſs he 1s fond 
of unmanly Servitude, and, like the infatuated Hea- 
thens of old, froud of worſhipping an Idol of his 
own Making. | | 
Daily Experience ſhews us, without conſulting Fa- 
ther Malebranch, how miſerably we are deluded by 
our Senſes, Paſſions and Imaginations, which form 
beautiful Ideas of diſtant Objects, that when ap- 
proach'd look frightful or ridiculous: For Example, 
what heart-breaking Figures do ſome Ladies make 
in the Front- Box by Candle-Light, who would work 
as effettually upon our Stomachs as a Doſe of Crocus 
Metallorum, could we have a View of them in their 
Bed-Chamber, with their Faces neatly garniſh'd out 
wth Lip-Salve, Forehead-Cloth, and Pomatum! 
Nor are wwe leſs impoſed upon by our Senſes and 
Imaginations, in the Fudgment we often make of 
the other Charm belonging to Womankind ; I mean 
their Wit, which feldom has any real Foundation, 


what is term'd Wit in a Woman (ſome few ſhining 
Excep- 
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Exceptions abated) conſiſts in nothing but a Set of 


 modiſh Phraſes, a good Memory, and better _ Afſu- 
rance, join'd to a certain muſical Tone of Voice, with 
which they entertain the Ear ; and by thoſe T alents they 
paſs with Strangers for Creatures of a ſhrewd Un- 
derſtanding. Indeed ſome of them will prattle very 
prettily for about half an Hour, or jo, till they have 
run over their Common- Place of fine Words, but then 
they grow either dull or inſipid, and their clock-work 
Wit muſt be wound up, to run down a-freſh on the 
next Company where they deſign to ſet it a-going. 
Not long ſince being at a Play with an Acquaintance 
of mine, we were both ſo furiouſly attack'd by a Fe- 
male Wit, with ſuch a Hail of nice Words, that we 
doubted at firft whether we ſhould beſt ſtand our Ground 
or fly; common Diſcourſe was beneath her; nothing 
leſs than a ſevere Criticiſm on Seneca, Suetonius, 
and Monſieur de St. Evremond, would ſerve her 
Turn: But after Madam had ſpent her little Maga- 
zine of fine Expreſſions, in mauling thoſe famous Au- 
thors, ſhe had not a Word to ſay for herſelf; ſo was 
obliged to make a pretended Obſervation of à wretch- 
ed Comedy the Excuſe of her forced Silence; upon 
which Mr. Cotton's burleſque Deſcription of olus 
came freſh into my Mind, as giving the juſt Cha- 
racter of Female Wits, 


He let out once his gen'ral Muſter, 

Of all that e'er could blow and bluſter ; 
And (like a Coxcomb) in his Tuel 

Left not one Puff to cool his Gruel. 


Fo 
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To diſcover the Cheat that Beauty puts upon the 
Town, is the principal Deſign of this Poem ; by let- 
ting its profeſs d Admirers ſee, that 'tis to the Man- 
teau- maker and the Milliner, all their reſtleſs Days 


and ſighing Nights are owing : But the Generality 
/ Mankind are ſo enamour'd of this dazzling Phan- 


rom, that an Attempt to undeceive them will per- 
haps be unwelcome ; and, like the Athenian Lunatic 
who fancied all the Ships in the Harbour his own, 
they will be angry with any Body that endeavours to 
cure them of ſo agreeabie an Illuſion, But when once 
Men are arrived to that Paſs, there's no more to be 
done to them, but they muſt be let alone, till a pun- 


gent Senſe of their own Folly awaken them into a 


better Underſtanding. 
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$EXEN Ejoice ſuccefleſs Yourhs, and love-fick 
> RS Swains, 

Who long have worn imperious Beauty's 
S Chains; 
And you who juſt begin, in Tears, ro mourn 
The haughty Wiles of ſome bright Charmer's Scorn. 
For now the ſmiling Hour of Peace appears, 
To calm your Sighs, and ſtop your flowing Tears. 
The warring Tumults of your Minds ſhall ceale, 
And every anxious Thought be lull'd to Eaſe: 
By Rules unerring, from ſoft Ovid brought 
To cure a bleeding Soul, you ſhall be taught. 
Ovid, whoſe Muſe like the Pelean Dart, 
Could heal as well as wound a love-fick Heart. 
Ovid, whoſe Numbers with harmonious Sound 
Ne'er fail'd the hardeſt Roman Heart to wound; 9 
Its melting Power bright Julia often found. 
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Claſp'd in his Arms the royal Charmer lay, 
Whilſt rapt'rous Love crown'd every rouling Day. 
Obſerve theſe Rules with Care, your Souls may be 
From the vile Bands of galling Paſſion free. 

No more with Trembling ſhall you view the Fair, 
But let her paſs with a regardleſs Air. 

No more ſhall Beauty, with diſdainful Pride, 
O'er conquer'd Hearts in wanton Triumph ride. 
Long has the lovely Tyrant fiercely reign'd, 

And o'er our Wills deſpotick Pow'r maintain'd. 
Fal'n is its Empire and tremendous Sway, 

Both date their Ruin from this proſp'rous Day. 
As when of old, a Maid by magick Power 

Lay cloſe conceal'd in ſome enchanted Tower; 
Some Knight aroſe, with far ſuperior Arms, 

To free the Virgin from thoſe helliſh Charms: 
So J, th' Aſſertor of our native Right, 

Arm'd with the Forces of poetic Might, 

Boldly reſolve t' attack thoſe ſubtle Arts, 

Which Beauty uſes in fubduing Hearts. 

Nor will I ſtop till I have broke the Chains, e 
That hold our Freedom in fantaſtick Pains, 

2 ſtamp upon our Fame eternal Stains. 5 
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ET ſtudious Freind, with Mead and Goodman 
join'd, 
Employ their Studies to relieve Mankind. 
How to repel the murd'ring Train of Ills, 
Which ſickly Nature in Succeſſion feels. 


Let 
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Let Moore then toil rheumatick Pains to eaſe, 

And learned Hale next calm the Brain's Diſeaſe. 
Let Dickens act the {ſkilful Surgeon's Part, 

And Hamilton, ſo knowing in his Art, 0 
Eaſe lab ring Dames when Pangs ſurround the Heart. 
To me alone belongs the wondrous Cure 

Of fatal Love, which Britiſh Swains endure, 

I, Love's Phyſician, to the Youths impart 

The ſovereign Balm to heal a wounded Hearr. 

If certain Cure ſhall from my Numbers flow, 
Wält all their Herbs and Drugs but uſeleſs grow; 


Far above theirs my riſing Fame ſhall ſpread, 


Bright Wreaths of Lawrel ſhall adorn my Head, 
And unborn Lovers bleſs my Name when dead. 
If proſp'rous Fortune crowns my bold Deſign, 
Then my Ambition in the Height will ſhine. 

O ſacred Phebus ! to whoſe heavenly Care, 
Phyſick, and Poetry devoted are, 6 
Since in both Arts thou claim'ſt an equal Share, 
Aſſiſt the Flight of my aſpiring Muſe, 

And Thoughts ſublime into my Soul infuſe. 
Whilſt to the Groves in Numbers I impart 

The Poet's Talent with wife Ralcliſf's Art. 
And grant theſe Lines, warm'd by thy Rays may prove, 
Specifick Balſam to unhappy Love. 


An Apology to Cur 1D, 


UT ſee! methinks Love's awful Monarch ſtands 
} Gralping revengful Weapons in his Hands. 
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Againſt thy Sovereign doſt thou take up Arms, 
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His lovely Face aſſumes a frowning Look, 
Reading the Title of this daring Book. . 
Revolted Friend (he crics) doſt thou prepare Y 
To threaten Cupid with an open War? 


Striving to leſſen his all-conqu'ring Charms? 

Did I for this inſpire thy Soul to write? 

And on my Wings ſuſtain thy Muſe's Flight? 

Did I for this fair Delia's Boſom warm, 

Givirg thee Power alone the Nymph to charm ? 
The blooming Maid to thy Embraces came, 

And bleſt thy Paſſion with her virgin Flame. 
Am I by thee rewarded thus at laſt, 

Ungrateful Wretch ! for all my Favours paſt ? 

Ah! do not raſhly blame your loyal Muſe, 
Nor of fuch horrid Crimes your Slave accule ; | 
Who oft beneath thy harmleſs Banner fought, | 
And, in Love's Warfare, glorious Dangers fought. 

Believe me, Boy, I am not impious grown, c 
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Still with Reſpect thy ſov'reign Power I own, 

Nor with rebellious Arms attempt thy Throne. 
Others, by Starts, feed the bright Flame of Love, 
I always to thoſe Fires indulgent prove. 

Ev'n now thy Taper in my Boſom burns, 
Like Roman Lamps wrapt in their ſacred Urns. 
T hourly wiſh th' Advancement of thy Name, 
Pleas'd with the Glories of thy ſpreading Fame. 
By my ſoft Art the Beaux were taught to charm 
The ſtubborn Nymphs,and their cold Hearts to warm. 
Nor does my Mule condemn that wond'rous 8 


1 


But ſtill is proud to view a vanquiſh'd Heart 
Nor will I e'er refuſe to take thy Part. 


If 
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If any Lover o'er the Fair prevails, 
Before the Wind ſtrait let him ſpread the Sails, 8 
And ſteer the happy Courſe with proſp'rous Gales. 
Bur if a Youth, fond of ſome Coraful Maid, 

To raging Madneſs, or Deſpair berray'd, 

Attempts with Steel, or poys'nous 2 to 2 8 
The mournful Scene of his tormenting Woes, 

By my Advice he may thoſe Thoughts oppoſe 
Why ſhould a Lover, cauſe the Nymph will frown, 


Turn Fool, and either hang himſelf, or drown? 


Cupid, chou'rt young, pleas'd with the Charms of Reſt, 
And wanton Dalliance ſuits thy Genius beſt. 

Let frowning Mars in crimſon Slaughter reign, 
And bloody Conqueſts raiſe on Heaps of Slain; 
Whilſt through the verdant Groves, and flow ry Meads 
Thy lovely Arm much ſofter Triumph ſpreads. 
With ſtudious Care conſult thy Mother's Arts, 
And let chy Province be to melt down Hearts: 
Make am'rous Youths, with raging Paſſion burn, 


And tim'rous Virgins mutual Flames return; 


Beneath the gloomy Shade of friendly Night, 

Let Lovers ſteal to reap the ſoft Delight; 

Whilſt ſerenading Sparks the Doors aflail 

With gentle Knocks, and, when excluded, rail, 
While at the Gate perhaps the Lover weeps, 
And in dumb Show conſummate Sorrow keeps. 
Let down-caſt Looks, and ſtreaming Tears ſuffice, 
Nor covet ought beyond inceffant Sighs, 8 
For Death, alas! s too ſeyere a Prize. 
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It damps the Ardour of his gen'rous Breaſt, 
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OVE's the curſt Ignis fatuus of the Mind, 
And only for the Plague of Life deſign'd; 
Whoſe wand'ring Fires, like thoſe falſeLights that ſtray 


Oer marſhy Soils, make Mankind loſe their Way. f 


With tempting Sounds it lulls our Souls along, 
Like fatal Muſick of a Syren's Song; 

Feeds us with flatt'ring Hopes, and leads us on, 
Till, when too late, we find ourſelves undone. 

At firſt it paints a Proſpect wondrous bright, 

But when approach'd, the diſtant gaudy Light c 
Looſes its Shining, and converts to Night. 

So, when 1n Sleep, ſome beauteous Form does riſe, 
To charm with ſmiling Looks our ſlumb'ring Eyes, 
We ſtrive to graſp the Image pictur'd there, 

But only fill our Arms with empty Air. 

Love is a pleaſing Frenſy, mixt with Pain, 
Leaving fantaſtick Traces on the Brain. 

The Bane of all that bears the Name of Brave, 
And turns the Warrior to the whining Slave. 


Soft'ning the Fierceneſsot his Mind to Reſt. 


Forgetful of his Fame, and god-like Toils, 4 


It melts the Hero down to wanton Smiles. 
The martial Fires, that warm'd his active Soul, 
Grow languid, and with feeble Morions roul. 

What mighty Ills have not been done by Love? 
And oh! how often does it fatal prove! 
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A Cure for Lo vk. 7 
The Battle loſt by Anthony can tell, 
How in its Cauſe that glorious Leader fell. 
Rome's dreadful Foe, who forc'd his Way to Fame 
Through ſolid Rocks, is Witneſs of the ſame. 


Drunk with its Poiſon he at Capua lay, 
And for a Toy gave Victory away. 


Fame, Empire, Honour, Piety, and all 7 
That wretched Mortals valuable call, ä 
Be fore this puny Monarch humbly fall. 8 


Nor are the Troubles of the charming Fair, 

Occaſion'd by this Paſſion, leſs ſevere. 1 

What cruel Murders from this Fountain flow, | 

In Numbers like the Stars, Examples ſhow. | 

Phils had triumph'd o'er Demophoon's Scorn, j 

Nor would her Neck the fatal Cord have worn, 0 ; 

Had not her Soul been by this Fury torn. 

This forc'd Medea, in a frantick Mood, 

To ſtain her Hands in her own Brother's Blood. 

"Twas Love compel'd the Carthaginian Dame, 

To wound with pointed Steel her beauteous Fran, 

When the falſe Trojan left her in Purſuit of Fame.) 

Bright Philomela's Honour had remain'd 

Untouch'd by Tereus, and her Name unſtain'd, 

If Love, the Source from whence dire Woes proceed, 

Had not urg'd on the vile polluting Deed. 

Pheara's inceſtuous Fires had ceas'd to ſhine ; 

And Helen, tho' adorn'd with Charms divine, 

Of ſtately Troy had nor the Ruin been, 

Had Love not drawn adult'rous Scenes of Sin. | 

And impious Scylla, that degen'rate Maid, | 

Baſely for that her Father's Realms betray'd. | 
Why | 
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Why ſhould I ſearch Records of antient Days? 
Since I from modern can Examples raiſe, 

How far this vile contagious Venom ſpreads, 0 
And if not ſtopt how Ruin ſtill ſucceeds; 
Witneſs poor D--on's Fame that hourly bleeds. 
Who from the ſhining Sphere of Honour fell 
Through Love's Exceſs, which made the Fair rebel. 
What could provoke her to o'erſhade her Name | 
With black'ning Veils of everlaſting Shame? 3 
Fly the ſoft Circle of a Huſband's Arms, | 
To proſtitute for Bread her youthful Charms ? 
Nought but the reſtleſs Fires of wand'ring Love, 
Whoſe Spirits chuſe from Heart to Heart to rove. 

Let every Swain guard well his tender Breaſt, 

From. the Approach of this invading Gueſt; 

Leſt, ſhould it enter, he too late may find 

Love, Tyrant like, inſult the vanquiſh'd Mind. 
Oh! tis an Action worthy Praiſe, to tame 

Th' unbounded Rage of a devouring Flame. 

Whene'er a Paſſion ſwells to ſuch Exceſs, 


He merits Thanks who makes the Paſſion leſs. 


AUT. 


» 


IE Cauſe remov'd, the vile Diſeaſe will ceaſe, 

And all the jarring Seeds be hufh'd to Peace. 

Then let's inquire whence ſprings this am'rous Pain, 

That cramps. our Reaſon, and diſtracts our Brain. 
Divine Luctetius, who in Numbers taught, 

How pow'rful Nature all her Wonders wrought, 

Sung 


A Cure for Lo vx. 9 

Sung,. how the ſparkling Flames of Love will roul 
From beauteous Eyes, to ſcorch the gazing Soul. 
Beauty's the Parent of each fond Deſire ; 
Love borrows thence its animating Fire. 
Beauty! the Curſe of Life, and Scourge of Man 
Since the firſt Moment that his Hours began. 
Obeying this he loſt his Claim to Heaven, 
And from more beauteous Paradiſe was driven. 
Oh! that a Creature, form'd alone to wear 
The heav'nly Image, and its Likeneſs bear, 
Should fondly dote upon a Baby-Face ; 
And fix his Reaſon to that painted Space, 
Whoſe brighteſt Glories muſt reſign their Light 
To the ſurrounding: Shades of gloomy Night ! 
Behold a Roſe, ſprung from its fragrant Bed, 
With Morning Dew around the bluſhing Head; 
How wond'rous gay the blooming Leaves appear, 
Like the bright Seaſon of the chearful Year! 
Bur if the glowing Planet of the Day, 
With burning Lips, kiſſes its Sweets away, 
A wither'd Paleneſs will the Flow'r invade, 
And on the Stalk its crimſon Glories fade : 
Ev'n ſo the Graces of a lovely Form, 
Whoſe fair Attractions now perhaps may charm, 
May feel the Roughneſs of an early Doom, 
And ceaſe their Shining in their vernal Bloom. 
But if by chance their tempting Features be 
From the deſtroying Hand of Sickneſs free, 
Devouring Time haſtes on, with envious Pacer, 
To ſpoil the Luſtre of each boaſted Grace, 0 
And all the Marks of Beauty to efface. 
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So Grafton, Grandiſon, and many more, 
The gazing Town did with wild Zeal adore, 


Wich tarniſh'd Glory now begin to ſhine, 


And from their once tranſcendent Height decline. 
Their Eyes can ſcarce a glimm'ring Paſſion raiſe, 
Which at firſt Sight could kill in former Days. 
Who then would build their Love on fuch weak 

| Ground, 
Whoſe very Bottom is at beſt unſound? 
Or fix the Height of his exalted Bliſs 
On ſuch a vain fantaftick Whim as this? 
Well did the Poets feign, Meduſa's Form 
To've ſtruck Beholders with a ſtupid Charm. 


That are with Beauty's tinſel'd Viſage caught, 
Whoſe fair Perfections are by Fancy wrought. 
Its murd'ring Pow'r alone in Fancy lies; 

Let that but languiſh, and irs Glory dies. 

In vain we rail, fince Beauty will maintain, 

By ſome, tho' nameleſs, Pow'r, its magic Reign; 
And, ſpite of all that we can do, of ſay, 

Will make the ſtubborn'ſt Heart its Laws obey. 
Even o'er the firſt of Men its Force prevail'd, 
And ever ſince its Pow'r has never fail'd 


Stupid, or ſenſleſs ſure, they ſhould be thought, . 


To conquer and ſubdue the haughti'ſt Soul, 


And with tyrannic Sway the Mind controul. 
Tho", in the Space of Earth and Air, we view 
Erernal Beauties which our Looks purſue, 
Yet no where does the Scene ſo bright appear 8 


As in a Woman's Face, divinely fair, 


Where all the Rays of Light united are. 


There 
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There in full Majeſty the Charmer rouls, 

And darts pernicious Fires upon our Souls. 

This ſubtle Spark fir'd young Leander's Blood, 
Making him boldly ſtem the rapid Flood. 

Tho' gloomy Horror veil'd the ſtormy Night, 
From Hero's Face there ſhone a ſtreaming Light, 
Not boiſt'rousWinds, nor the Waves bellowingRoar, 
Could ſtop his Paſſage to the Seſtian Shore; 8 


Twas Beauty call'd the daring Lover o'er. 


In the cool Shade of Ida's ſacred Grove, 

Who beſt deſerv'd the golden Apple ſtrove; 
The Cyprian Goddeſs bore away the Prize, 
Bribing the Judge with Tales of Helen's Eyes. 
Honour, nor Wit, could gain the Shepherd's Voice, 
When Beauty claim'd the juſt deſerving Choice. 
Survey the Globe, ev'n from the dawning Eaſt 
To where the Sun deſcends to gild the Weſt ; 
There is no Nation but its Pow'r will own; 

In every Realm it reigns and has a Throne. 
Search the Records of ancient Worthies paſt, 
Whoſe Names till Nature is no more will laſt; 
In each heroic Life you'll find a Scene 

Of glorious Beauty drawn, that ſmiles berween 
The frowning Proſpect of tumultuous War; 


When Juno, Pallas, and the Queen of Love, 8 


' Whoſe blooming Looks aſſuag d the Leader's Care. 


All Tempers yield, and, ſoftning in thoſe Fires 
Which Beauty raiſe, melt down in kind Deſires. 
The fierce Achilles, dreadful in the Fight, 
Shook off his Roughneſs at Briſeiss Sight. 


Stern Ajax, from his Vouth inur'd to Arms, 


Was yet ſubdu'd by young Tecmefa's Charms: 
; C 2 


Alcides 


12 A Cure for Lo vk. 


Alcides too the Chaſe of Fame forſook, 

And in his Hand th' inglorious Diſtaff took. 
Thrice happy Albion is the beſt Retreat, 

Where Beauty triumphs im\the nobleſt Seat. 

High on her Throne the Gaddeſs fits ſupreme, 
The Lover's Idol and the Poet's Theme. 

A thouſand lovely Charmers round her wait, 
Whilſt matchleſs Bolton crowns the pompous State. 
In whoſe bright Aſpect, and ſuperior Mien, 
Appears the Grandeur of the Paphian Queen. 
Next Richmond, Montague, and fair Carliſle, 

For Shape and Mien the Wonders of our Jie, 
With dazzling Graces fill the eager Sight, 
Tranſport our Souls, and raviſh with Delight. 
Ha! what a Stream of Light invades my Eyes, 
And ſeems like that which breaks from MorningSkys! 
Hyde in the radiant Bloom of Youth appears, 


Her Face no Charms, bur thoſe of Nature, wears; 
Which ſhine ſo ſtrong, that hourly they impart c 
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Warmth to the Brain, and Paſſion to the Heart, 
Without the foreign Aid of wretched Art. 

So in their native Luſtre Stars look bright, 
[Whilſt the pale Moon ſhines by a borrow'd Light. 
C. er the Glory of the rugged North, 

Poliſh'd at Court diſplays her native Worth. 
Boſcowen, Howard, Savill, and the reſt, 

Whoſe conqu'ring Pow'rs are variouſly expreſt, 
Dart Flames around, and, like a blazing Star, 
Shoot their portentous Streamers from afar, c 
And ſeem to threaten Ruin, Death, and War. 
He that the tempting Snare would wiſely ſhun, 
Muſt from the Sight of theſe gay Beauties run. 
Unnumber'd 
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Unnumber'd Miſchiefs wait on every Glance, 
Which in Succeſſion from their Eyes advance. 
Safer you may with ruddy Lighr'ning ſport, 
Than face thoſe Nymphs that grace the Britiſb Court, 


D RES 8 


HE ſhining Trappings of a gay Attire 
Oft raiſe the killing Pow'r of Beauty high'r, 
Adding freſh Ardour to Love's native Fire. 

To Dreſs we oftner fall a Sacrifice, 

Than to the Glories of victorious Eyes. 

From Art even M-—er's killing Features flow, 
And to her Dreſs her mighty Pow'r does owe. 
The loveleſt Face, undreſt, but ſeldom charms, 
And, when adorn'd, the homel'eſt ſometimes warms. 
Jewels and Clothes combine with pompous Pride, 
T' enſnare the Sight, and ev'ry Blemiſh hide. 

All Eyes will ſhine, and caſt a luſtrous Light, 
Where Art and Nature ſtrive to paint them bright. 
Woman, array'd in all her glitt'ring Art, 

Is always of herfelf the ſmalleſt Part. 

So the Stage-Queens in Tragedy look fine, 8 


When by falſe Lights their plaiſter'd Beauties ſhine, 
And ornamental Clothes their Frames combine. 
But at Rehearſal, when undreſt they are, 
With ruful Forms the Punks our Senſes ſcare. 
Of all the Charms that grace the fineſt Dame, 
The largeſt Share her ſplendid Robes will claim. 
If you. can. bribe the treach'rous Waiting-Maid, 


To be by Stealth inta the Room convey'd, 


Rummage 
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Rummage the Chamber round, you'll ſurely find 
Numberleſs Objects to diſguſt your Mind. 

Here padded Stays, there the falſe Tower lies, 
Then Spaniſh Wool, and whit'ning Waſhes rk, 
With other loathſome Sights t'offend the Eyes. 
Obſerve the Figure that your Miſtreſs makes, 
When from her Dreams a ſhort Farewell ſhe takes; 
| Obſerve her Features ere ſhe leaves her Bed, 
Before the gay Commode adorns her Head, 
And o' er her Cheeks the bright Vermillion's ſpread; 
Your fond Deſire will ſoon to Loathing turn, 
And you grow cold as Ice, who late did burn. 
Curſing your Folly, you'll at laſt confeſs, 

| You doted only on a gaudy Dreſs. 


FEAST S 


LY publick Feaſts, where ſtill in Crouds repair 
The Briſk, the Gay, the Witty, and the Fair. 
Where the full Goblet walks the ſprightly Round, 
And all the Hours with flowing Mirth are crown'd. 
For gen'rous Wines foment the raging Fire, 
Raifing, like Oil on Flames, the Paſſions high'r. 
And when the Soul's with double Fury warm'd, 
By Beauty's Rays tis apter to be charm'd, | 


PARK 


Aunt not the Park, where thronging Ladies 
ſwarm, ä 


And at high Noon put on their Airs to charm; q 
Where Eagerton's and Daſhword's Features warm. 
Where 
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Where Windham, Queenſbury, with Stanhope join'd, 


Call forth their Train of Charms to wound Mankind. 


So many am'rous Bargains there are drove, 

As if the Park was the Exchange of Love. 
Beauties of ev'ry Kind there daily meet, 

And with endearing Words the Lovers greet. 

But when the Night, with her fair ſtarry Train} 
Has ſtudded o'er the vaſt A#therial Plain; 

And pale-fac'd Cynthia, with her Silver Beams, 
Darts trembling Light on Ro/amonda's Streams; 
Beneath the ſpreading Limes ſoft Joys they give, 
And from each other mutual Bliſs receive. 
As where the purple Plague ſeverely reigns, 8 
The dire Infection in the Sky remains, 
Till wholeſome Gales of Wind have purg'd the Plains: 
So from this Air, poiſon'd with am'rous Breath, 
The tainted Blood ſucks in contagious Death. 
With Lightning's Force it flys through every Parr, 


Nor ſtops till ic has ſeiz'd the fainting Heart. 
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ET not your Feet the Walks at Grays- Inn tread 
For every Path does to Deſtruction lead. 

Avoid Spring-Garden, Lambeth, every Place 
Where Beauty comes with a deſigning Face. 
There wanton Dames ſpread their gay female Arts, 
T' enſnare the Freedom of unwary Hearts. 
For when theſe Sylvan Scenes moſt crouded are, 
"Tis ſtill che Burning Seaſon of the Lear. 


Then 
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Then the warm Blood boils high within the Veins, 
Whilſt Love's ſoft Paſſion eaſy Entrance gains, 

And o'er the Mind with double Fury reigns. 

The fmalleſt Spark of Beauty then can move 

Him, who is thus before diſpos'd to Love. 

So if on Touch-Wood the leaſt Fire but roul, 

The kindl'd Atom will inflame the Whole. 


FL 17 5. 
T crouded Theatres will dang'rous prove, 


There, in ſtrong Union, Beauty reigns withLove. 
Frequent. them not, leſt unawares you find 
Some fatal Charmer to enſlave your Mind. | 
Thoſe warmer Climates can, with ſecret Art, | 
Raiſe vig'rous Paſſions in the coldeſt Heart. f 
There wanton Cupid rules each ſhining Sphere: 
His 'pow'rful Infl'ence are the well-dreſt Fair. 
Adorn'd they fit in all their bright Array, 7 
Paint, Patches, Jewels, make their Forms look gay, 
And from the Box flaſh Beams that rival Day. 5 
Majeſtick Beauty in its Height appears, | 
And that bright Circle ſeems a Heav'n of Stars. 
Look not. that Way, nor caſt your Eyes around, 
Leſt you receive from thence a mortal Wound. 
But ſhou'd you ſcape unhurt from thoſe fair Eyes, 5 
You ſurely fall by Beauty in diſguiſe, 
Love's. Ambuſcade that takes you by Surpriſe. 
Mafk'd with Deſign they're planted in the Pit, 
To entertain you with Satiric Wit. | 


Sharp 
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Sharp Repartees your Expectation raiſe; 
From thence ariſes Love's impetuous Blaze. 
Soft Muſick, glorious Scenes, and Wit, conſpire 
To ſwell the Torrent of unruly Fire. 
And, when the Soul on ev'ry Side's beſet, 
Vainly we ſtrive to make a fair Retreat. 


If ſprightly Comedy your Temper hits, | 0 


Then Vils Gallantry the Mind delights, 
And Mirch, the Friendof Love, your Breaſt excites. 
If lofty Tragedy adorns the Stage, 
Where Lovers ſigh, and dying Heroes rage, 
O-. does by her Action Warmth inſpire, 
e. And with tranſporting Thoughts your Boſom fire. 
In moving Strains when Porter makes her Moan, 
All Hearts muſt ſoften, unleſs form'd of Stone 0 
So ſweet her Voice, ſo melting is her Tone. 
” Tf we behold a lovely weeping Fair, 
The mournful Image of her feign'd Diſpair 0 


Touches our Souls, and claims a tender Tear. 


) Oh! there's Infection lodg'd in weeping Eyes, 
> And Cupid from thoſe cryſtal Streams will riſe. 
5 Pity firſt ſoftens, and prepares the Mind, 


Thar ſubtle Love a free Acceſs may find. 


BATHS and WELLS 


O the fam'd Baths, or Epſom, ne'er retire, 
Where Ladies warm more than the Summer's 

Fire. a | 
; Beauty's fair Light gilds thoſe ſoft min'ral Streams, 
) Radiant as that which ſhoots from Morning Beams. 
1 D From 
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From foaming Waves, tis ſaid, one Venus roſe, 


But here a thouſand their bright Looks diſcloſe, 
He that beheld Diana naked, dy'd 

A Victim to her Cruelty and Pride. 

Gaze not on Baths, leſt the Sight fatal prove, 
And you become a martyr'd Slave to Love. 
For Beauty thence aſſumes new- pointed Rays, 


Like the Sun ſhining brighter from the Seas. 


BALL S. 
\ Void ſuch Scenes, where youthful Nymphs 


advance, 


With ſprightly Airs, to form a graceful Dance. 


Or force your Feet to tread the artful Round 
For, oh! the Circle is with Miſchiefs crown'd. 
Soft Glances, wanton Motions of the Arms, 

And am'rous Geſtures, bear reſiſtleſs Charms. 

If gently you but preſs your Partner's Hand, 

The Spirits ſwell almoſt beyond Command: 

But when your Arms her ſlender Waſte "Face, 


Let no fond Words your eaſy Temper wound, 8 


And your warm Lips print Kiſſes on her Face, 


Love ſpreads his Fires around your Breaſt apace. 
An active Heat invades the lab'ring Frame, 

And ev'ry trembling Fibre feels the Flame. 

As when the Sun ſmiles on the teeming Earth, 
And with prolifick Warmth gives Nature Birth; 
It kindles every Plant, and fragrant Flow, 

That lay benumb'd with Winter's chilling Pow'r: 
80 
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19 
So Dancing ſtirs the Seeds of Love, that lay 
Slumb'ring and quiet in our cooler Clay, c 
Till its bright riſing Flames our Hearts betray. . 


Chocolate-Houſe. 


EVER frequent Hippolito's or White's, 
Where am'rous Heroes ſaunter out their Nights: 
Where, in its Height, inglorious Softneſs cn, 8 


And ſpreads its Poiſon o'er the youthful Veins, 
Stamping Love's Image on the giddy Brains 

So much theſe Manſions for Intrigues are fam'd, 
That Cupid's Office they may well be nam' d. 
Here rampant Dames, fed with luxurious Fare, 
In Coaches, maſk'd, to ſeek Gallants repair. 

Here Billet-doux are lodg'd, Appointments made, 
And Sparks each Night drive on the fulſome Trade, 
In wanton Talk their thoughtleſs Hours they ſpend, 
And the nice Beauties of the Town commend. 
Each ſtrives, in flatt'ring Words, to praiſe her moſt 
Whom he has choſen for his nightly Toaſt. 

So bright they make their darling Charmers ſhine, 
You'd think they were not mortal, but divine. 
Such Commendations, form'd with moving Art, 
Wound, by Imagination's Force, the Hearr. 

And, tho' you never view their killing Air, 


You' "I you a Victim to the fancy'd Fair. 


D 2 MUSICK, 
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IC. 
I Airs could once the Pow'rs infernal charm, 
1 


And flinty Proſerpine with Pity warm: 
round the Bard, Beaſts, Woods, and Stones would 
throng, 

Drawn by the Magick of a tuneful Song : 
No Wonder Muſick ſhould attractive prove, 
And in the Hearers am'rous Paſſions move; c 
For Harmony is ſtil'd' the Food of Love. 
Muſick ne'er fails to heighten our Deſire, 
As furious Winds aſſiſt a rouling Fire. 
Mufick has Pow'r to raiſe the Soul ſo high, 
Till it expires with pleaſing Extaſy. 
The Trumpet'sClangour, breathing martialSounds, 9 
The Warrior's Boſom with freſh Courage wounds ; > 
And at the Noiſe the foaming Steed rebounds. 8 
Soft warbling Flutes, fill'd with melodious Breath, 
To am'rous Minds convey tranſporting Death. 
In melting Notes when tuneful Turner ſings, 
Cupid forgets the Labour of his Wings, 0 
And round her Lips with eager Pleaſure clings. 
Forbear to liſten to her wond'rous Song, 
For ſmiling Ruin dwells upon her Tongue. 
Then, to ſecure your native Liberty, 
As blind as Beetles, deaf as Adders, be. 
Thouſands by Liſt'ning have her Fetters wore ; 


In vain from her fair Eyes you trembling fly ; 
If ſhe but ſtrikes you with her Notes, you die, 


3 

* 

4 

[ 
| | 

* 

* 
* 


For Love will Ent'rance find at ev'ry Pore. : 


Shot to the Soul with grateful Harmony. 


POETRY 
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P O FRY. 


ERE, like a Pilot knowing well the Coaſt 
On which his freighted Veſſel once was loſt, 
ith friendly Caution I adviſe you, ſhun 

The Rock by which Mankind is oft undone. 
Perhaps you think the Mu/e's heav'nly Art, 
Will recommend you to the Lady's Heart. 
Fond of that Thought, in Verſe you court your Saint, 
And in ſoft Meaſures all your Suff'rings paint; 
Which only ſerve r'increaſe your raging Flame, 
But want the Pow'r to melt the cruel Dame. 
There was a Time when Numbers were admir'd, 
And tuneful Strains conſenting Maids inſpir'd: 
But now, alas! harmonious Lays rove vain; 
The Virgins laugh when you in Verſe complain. 


From ſhining Dirt their Paſſions only riſe; c 


Neglected at their Feet the Poet lies, 

Whilſt every gilded Fool attracts their Eyes. 

Of all the Studies chat improve Mankind, 

Do nor to Poetry incline your Mind. 

But if poetick Magick rul'd the Sky 

When you was born, by Love you're doom'd to die. 

Verſe, flowing Verſe, inſpires the Soul with Flame, 

And on its Wings ſupports the Lover's Name. 

To Love ſincereſt Friendſhip Poets ſhow ; 

For Love and Poetry no Diſcord know: 0 

This as the Ivy twines, that like the Oak does grow. 

Read not the Labours of the tuneful Nine, 

Where ſprightly Turns, and moving Paſſions, ſhine. 
How 
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And let your Eyes romantick Tales forbear, 

With ſoft Epiſtles written to the Fair. 

Oh! there's a wond'rous Charm in artful Sounds, 
And, when with Ardour read, it ſweetly wounds. 


r en i a eee ob 
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SOLITUDE. 


Earch not the ſhady Wood's obſcure Retreat, 
For lonely Walks indulge the fev'riſh Hear. 
There warbling Birds conſpire with murm'ring 
Streams 
To gild the Pomp of Love's fantaſtick Dreams. 
Rather frequent th' Exchange, or noiſy Street, 5 


Where ev'ry Step the thronging Mob you meet, 

Rudely endeav'ring to ſupplant your Feet. 

Perhaps, amidſt that Hurry, you may loſe 

Thoſe aching Thoughts which Solitude infuſe. 

Alone forbear to rove with folded Arms, 

Whiſt your Mind's fix d on the Nymph's heav'nly 
Charms. | 

For, when you walk with that dejected Air, 

Fancy preſents before vour Eyes the Fair, c 

And on your ſighing Boſom ſtamps Deſpair. 

In Solitude the Fiend ſtill rages moſt, 

Whilſt in a Croud its fierceſt Fury's loſt. 

To anxious Love the Night ſeems worſe than Day, 7 

Whoſe Brightneſs drives diſtracted Thoughts amy 

Which often on the Brain in Slumbers prey. 

Shut not your Doors, nor fly your Neighbour's Sight, 

Nor hide your weeping Face in gloomy "OE 1 

| | It 


How luſcious Poems you repeat beware, 8 
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With chearful Friends be ſure you hold Diſcourſe; 
For there is lodg'd in Friendſhip wond'rous Force, 


To calm the Tumults of a ſtormy Breaſt, 
And give a love-fick Mind the Joys of Reſt. 


Converſation of Loves. 


Leſt Love his wontedPow'r ſhould re-aſſume, 
And your coldBreaſt once more hisThrone become. 
A ſcalded Pate is quickly broke again; 
And you by ſeeing may renew your Pain. 
As the Small-Pox, with its contagious Breath, 
To neighb'ring Regions wafts unerring Death: 
So Love's bright Efflux from another's Soul, 
Yours to inflame, will often ſubtly roul. 
If upon ſquinting Eyes you fix your View, 
You're apt to frame your Sight to look aſkew. 
One ſickly Beaſt makes the whole Herd unſound, 
And many Things by bare Tranſition wound. 
The dryeſt Furrows ſometimes wat'ry grow, 
From neighb'ring Rivers that their Banks o'erflow:. 
"Tis hard to ſhield from Fire our threaten'd Home, 
When curling Flames ſurround th' adjacent Dome. 
Love's hidden Warmth your Boſom will purſue, 
If you retreat not from th' infected Crew. 


K 7 Here ſighing Lovers meet avoid the Room, 4 | 
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Particular Places. 


OME Places, more than others, noxious prove, 
z 3 Conſcious of all the ſtollen Hours of Love. 
Forbear the Place where once the Fair was kind, 
And with endearing Arts bewitch'd your Mind. 
Revolve not in your Minds each rapt'rous Night, 
Which crown'd your Tranſports withthe ſoft Delight. 
Forget the Moment when you ſaw her Charms, 
Sparkling with Luſtre, in your trembling Arms : 
For Love will at the fond Remembrance riſe, 
And force a Paſſage through your glowing Eyes. 
As, when on Aſhes Sparks of Sulphur light, 
The lifeleſs Atoms will again look bright: 
So, if kind Thoughts of Raptures paſt return, 
Th' extinguiſh'd Fires will mount, and fiercely burn. 
Some Taverns ſhun, the Dog, the Fleece, the Roſe, 
Where plying Maſks each Night attack the Beaux, 
There on the Stairs, in Order rang'd, they ſtand, 
Ready and willing at the leaſt Command ; ; 
Whocanhelpgath'ringFruit, whenbroughttoHand? 
When Food is for the longing Taſte prepar'd, 
And ſet before us, not to eat 1s hard. 
Thoſe ſtrolling Punks with a gay Outfide charm, 
When ſprightly Wines the looſen'd Spirits warm. 
And from Repoſe the wanton God alarm. 


KISSING, 
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XI . 


HO' Cuſtom grants the ceremonious Bliſs 

Of taking from the Ladies Lips a Kiſs; 
Let your Averſion to Salutes be ſuch, 
As ne'er to preſs them with the gentleſt Touch, 
Hunger ariſes at the Taſte of Food, 
And we grow thirſty at the cryſtal Flood: C 
So Kifling fires with Love the youthful Blood. 
When e'er you gently cruſh the roſy Space, 


. The mantling Torrent fluſhes in your Face. 


A tingling Joy mvades the trembling Heart, 
And every Nerve beats with the grateful Smarr, i 


— 


T N. 


LY from the Beauties of a mournful Form; 
For Ladies dreſt in Sorrow always charm. 

Truſt not a Woman that in Grief appears, 
She's learn'd in Sighs, and eloquent in Tears 0 
Falſer than thoſe that Nz/z's fell Monſter wears. ) 
By melting Tears their Lovers Hearts they gain, 
As Flints diſſolve by eating Drops of Rain. 
Sooner they conquer, by ſuch ſoft'ning Wiles, 
Than by the Sun-ſhine of the gayeſt Smiles. 
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ITI oO NH. 


OW, having ſhewn the Source whence Love 
proceeds, 

And the ſoft Fuel that this Paſſion feeds; 

My Muſe prepares to ſing the Means to heal 

The raging Pains that ſighing Lovers feel. 

Ule your Endeavours to repel the Flame, 

When the firſt Warmth invades the youthful Frame. 
Reſtrain its Vigour, while the Paſſion's young. 
Ev'n ſo a Courſer with a Strength leſs ſtrong 

Is eaſier ſtop'd, when his ſwift Heels prepare 

To win the Race, than in a full Career. 

Delays are Poiſon, and ſtill hurtful prove, 

And, gath'ring as they roul, add Strength to Love. 
Revolving Time ſwells Grapes with kindly Juice, 
And makes green Blades bright yellow Corn produce. 
The lofti'ſt Tree, whoſe Branches ſpreading wide 
From fainting Heat can the ſcorch'd Trav'ller hide, 
Firſt from a flender fibrous Twig aroſe. 

The weakeſt Hands were once its powr'ful Foes; c 
Now: in the Earth immovable it grows. 

With prudent Fore-Sight look whence ſprings your 
Hear, 


That from approaching Harm you may retreat. 


Relieving Med'cines with a fruitleſs Care, 
When the Diſeaſes are advanc'd too far. 


Urge 


Oppole Love's firſt Efforts; we oft prepare 0 


N n 
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Urge the Work home, nor hearken to Delay : 
He that's unable to perform to Day, 

To Morrow will be more; Strength wears away. 
Love gains new Vigour from ſoft Words and Reſt; 
So the next Moment for Revenge is beſt. 
Few Rivers from capacious Fountains flow, 

But many from joint Streams vaſt Torrents grow. 
Oft have we ſeen, for want of timely Care, 


The ſlighteſt Wound a fatal Gangrene wear. 


Thinking To-Morrow will our Hearts reclaim, 

To-Morrow comes, but, oh! we're ſtill the ſame. 
Mean while around our Bowels ſpreads the Fire, 
And, lurking unobſerv'd, mounts hourly high'r. 


We ſooth our Paſſions, there lies all our Blame, 5 


AMOUR G. 


UT ſhould your firſt Endeavours fail to cure 
The ſtubborn Paſſions of a fierce Amour, 
Lec not your Courage fink to black Deſpair, 
Believing the Diſtemper paſt our Care. 
Tis greater Skill to heal an ancient Wound, 
Than when at firſt the Part became unſound, 
I, who but now inſtructed you to tame, 
By ſtern Reſiſtance, the new- ring Flame; 
No more of Force or Oppoſition preach, 
But Mildneſs praiſe, and gentler Methods teach. 
Whether the Love that ſtings your Breaſt be young, 
Or elſe by Time grown vigourouſly ſtrong; 
Stop not the Rage of its impetuous Courſe, 
For the firſt Shock ſuſtains the greateſt Force. 
E 2 | Give 
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Give it but Leiſure to exhauſt its Fires, 7 
Calm as the Taper's Blaze it ſoon expires, 

Whilſt Oppoſition heightens our Defires. 5 
So furious Winds let looſe to vex the Plain, 

On humble Shrubs exert their Rage in_vain; 

Bur, if ſome lofty Woods their Strength oppoſe, 
The Tempeſt roars, and the Storm louder grows; 
The rooted Oaks, from their Foundations torn, 
Are upwards to the Skys with Fury born. 

That Mariner as mad we ſhould eſteem, c 


Who with audacious Arms would plow the Stream, 
If he an eaſier Way the Flood could ſtem. 

A ſtormy Mind, untractably ſevere, | 
Will not a haſty Admonition bear ; c 
Defer Advice, till he's inclin'd to hear. 

And when his Reaſon holds the peaceful Rein, 
Your wholeſom Counſel may Admittance gain. 
He's mad that bids a mourning Matron ſpare 
To crown her Darling's Fun'ral with a Tear: 
Amidſt the Height of ſuch a ſolemn Grief, 

"Tis out of Seaſon then to bring Relief; 

But when the Storm is by ſoft Show'rs allay'd, 
With Comfort then ſhe's eaſily eſſay'd. 

On Med'cines timely given Succels attends, 

And Wine, in Fevers drank, in Ruin ends. 

The Vices we would damp we oft inflame, 

By miſſing of the Crifis when to tame. 

But, when your Mind is willing to be freed _ 
From the curſt Pains that make your Quiet bleed, 
Obſerve theſe Methods, form'd by nat'ral Skill, 
So ſhall you vanquiſh Love's internal Ill. 


EMPLOY- 
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EMPLOYMENT. 


ASTE not the fleeting Hours in wanton Eaſe, 
Which proves indulgent to the ſoft Diſeaſe; 

The vacant Spaces of your Time employ c 
In many Toils, which Capid's Pow'rs deſtroy ; 
Action's the ſureſt Charm againſt the Boy. 
The cunning Archer ſhuns that Mortal's Breaſt, 
Which is by ſprightly Ardour {till poſſes'd; 
But, with his ſubtle meretricious Arts, 
Secretly ſlides into unactive Hearts. 
Strait to the Swain on gladſom Wings he flies, 
Who lives ſupine, and drown'd in Pleaſure lies. 
Love lights his Torches at a lazy Fire, 
And ſlothful Souls burn moſt with gay Deſire; 
While active Sp'rits its Blandiſhments diſdain, 
And will not wear the vile inglorious Chain. 
That loit'ring Courſe of Life ne'er keep in View, 
Which Men of Figure conſtantly purſue. 
In Bed they loll till Noon, as ſoon as dreſt, 
To the King's- Arms, Pontack's or Rummer haſte, 
Where dainty Viands, and Burgundion Juice, 
Unequal Paſſions in the Heart produce. 
And, when their Brains are warm'd with Fumes of 

Wine, | 
Each {trolling Face they meet appears divine. 
All Night they game, when theMorn dawns undreſs, 
And thus compleat the Round of Idleneſs. 
When ever Sleep its downy Chain unties, 
From the Allurement of your Bed ariſe; 


For 


' 
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For while you lie, ſtretch'd at your Eaſe, and warm, 
A Crowd of wiſhful Thoughts around you ſwarm 0 
Which, join'd to wanton Dreams, the Fancy charm. 
As fenny Soils delight the ſounding Reed, 

And Poplars beſt in lucid Streams ſucceed; 

80 Love thrives moſt where Wantonneſs abounds, 
And languid Idleneſs the Boſom crowns. 

He thar's not fond of ſuch a ſhameful Gueſt. 

By various Ways may chaſe it from his Breaſt. 


br. 


IT H Reſolution, and a ſteady Pace, 

The rugged Path that leads to Learning trace. 
Your Temper fix, and your looſe 3 apply 
To the deep Secrets of Philoſophy 5 
Before whoſe ſhining Beams Te s Miſts will fly. 
So om'nous Birds, and Phantoms of the Night, 
At the Approach of Morning take their Flight. 
Aided by that, you may with Eaſe oppoſe 
The Paſſions, and the Senſes, ſtill our Foes; 
Which with the Underſtanding hourly jar, 
And wage with Reaſon an eternal War. 
Purſue the Study of the wrangling Hall, 
Where frontleſs H--r--4 and D el bawl. 
The bulky Pandects of the Law explore, 
And Littleton with daily Pains read o'er. 
The barb'rous Terms thoſe crabbed Volumes bear, 


Will wound with grating Sounds young Cupid's Ear; 
Struck with the Noiſe he'll take his haſty F licht, 


Nor ever dare to ſtand a ſecond Fight. 
But 
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But, ſhould the Law your gayer Fancy cloy, 
Let uſeful Hiſtory your Hours employ. 

Where Crimes of all Complexions you may find, 
Baſely perform'd by vicious Womankind. 
There, when a Clytemneſira you behold 

Bath'd in her Huſband's Blood, in Lewdneſs bold; 
Or Meſſalina reeking from the Stews ; ; 

Or read how Tullia did the Corps abuſe, 

Her Father's deathleſs Corps! what can you lay? 
With Indignation you'll the Sex ſurvey, 6 
And by that noble Fire drive Love away. 


AR. 


OLD Sons of Mars, whomBriti/ſhArdourwarms, 
And War in all its dreadful Glory charms, 
h 


ole youthful Limbs the ſhining Toils can bear, 
To ruſh amidſt th' embattl'd Ranks prepare! 
In Camps you're ſafe from Love's bewitching Pow'rs, 
For he ne'er ſteals upon your martial Hours. 
The Pomp of Battle, and the Soldier's Cries, 
Whoſe Shouts do ſeem to rend the trembling Skys, 6 
With panick Fear the puny God ſurprize: 
Swifter than Thought he runs from War's Alarms, 
And finds his Safety in his Mother's Arms. 
Imitate Marlb'rough, Stanhope, Webb, and thoſe 
Who for the Nation's Good their Lines expole ; 
Rather than ſneakingly at Home reſide, 
And by vile Flatt'ry nouriſh female Pride. 
A fair Occaſion now demands. your Force, 
To ſtop any inſulting Tyrart's Courſe. N 

Wide 
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Wide through the North he rides with hoſtile Arms, 
And ſpreads the Fury of his loud Alarms. 

Join Sweden's Hero; Virtue's Cauſe maintain, 
And fend the proud Invader back again. 

Drive his Battalions through the bloody Field, 


Making at once the God and Monarch yield. 


Victorious Laurel ſhall your Brows adorn, 

And Love and Riſia both your Valour mourn. 

A double Triumph ſhall your Conqueſt Crown, 
Whilſt Royal GeoRGe is pleas'd your Aid to own. 


Te CAUNTRY:. 


AR from Augu/ta's ſtately Tow'rs remove, 
That Nurſery of Wit and idle Love. 
To ſome ſmall Hamlet inſtantly retire, 
The Scene of Innocence, and chaſte Deſire, : 
Unſully'd yet by Cupid's luſtful Fire. 
Where only ſwarthy Maids, and Sun-burnt Dames, 
Are daily ſeen, unſkill'd in kindling Flames. 
There you may calmly live, and doubtleſs find 


Various Amuſements to divert your Mind; 


Whoſe inoffenſive Charms your Soul may pleaſe, 

And keep your Boſom from the vile Diſeaſe. 

Ofc as the Seaſon of the Year does come, 

To wound with Plow-ſhares the Earth's fertile 
Womb; 

Then ſow the grateful Glebe, that will return, 

In plenteous Crops, vaſt Loads of ſhining Corn. 

Anon raiſe Pyramids of well-dry'd Graſs, 


O'er which the ſcorching Sun-Beams fiercely pals ; 


Then 
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Then calmly ſtretch beneath the new- made Hay, 
Whoſe od'rous Sweets around Perfumes convey, 0 
In peaceful Joys to waſte the burning Day. 
Then pluck the Apples from the pregnant Bough, 
Which ſcarce ſuſtains the Weight that bends it low. 
Hark! how the Rivers, gently murm'ring, glide 
O'er ſhining Pebbles in their wanton Pride. 
Look! how the Goats the ſcraggy Mountains climb, 
Whilſt fleecy Flocks feed on the fragrant Thyme ; 
On oaten Reeds the harmleſs Shepherd plays 
Soft rural Strains, and unaffected Lays, 
The gaudy Beauties of the blooming Spring, 
To charm your Eyes, a thouſand Glories bring. 
Thoſe vernal Hours will claim your grafting Care, 
To make young Trees adoptive Branches bear, F 


And foreign Fruit on native Stocks appear. 


The waving Corn, when Harveſt crowns the Fields 
With yellow Sheaves, a lovely Proſpect yields. 
When wintry Froſts embrace the ſhiv'ring Earth, 
Bright cheartul Fires will warm the glowingHearth, 
And humming Beer enhance your pleafing Mirth. 
When on your fiery Courſer born, whoſe Speed 
The Swiftneſs of the ruſhing Winds exceed, 
With * Hounds you chaſe the tim'rous 
cer, 
Or o'er the Plain do drive the trembling Hare; 
When once theſe Pleaſures entertaining prove, 
You will not liſten to ſeducing Love. 
Thoughts of a Miſtreſs ne'er will break your Reſt, 
Whoſe harraſs'd Body is with Toils oppreſs'd. 
Serenely calm his mid- night Hours will roul, 
Nor will iatruding Love diſturb his Soul. 


F ABSENCE. 
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ABSENCE. 


LV from the Sight of that victorious Maid, 

By whom your Freedom was at firſt betray'd. 
To ſome far diſtant Northern Clime repair, 
Where the cold Infllence of the bleaky Air 0 


| * May damp your Paſſion for the haughty Fair. 


For Abſence often does ſucceſsful prove, 

To mitigate the Rage of deſp'rate Love. 

At the dear Charmer's Name perchance you'll weep, 
Your trembling Feet ſcarce on their Journey keep. 
If you perceive a Loathing to be gone, 

With greater Eagerneſs {till urge them on. 
Should Thunder roar, and the blue Lightning ſhine, 
Or Storms beat hard, delay not your Deſign. 

Aſk not how many Miles already's paſt, 

But to the deſtin'd Goal with Vigour haſte. 

On London look not back with wiſhful Eyes, 

Nor think Time tedious, tho' it ſwiftly flies. 

To leave the Fair your fixt Reſolves maintain, 
And o'er your Love a Parthian Conqueſt gain. 
Perhaps nice Sparks may call theſe Rules ſevere ; 
'Tis own'd; nor will I cer deny they are. 
Convulſive Strugglings ſure muſt ſeize the Heart, 
Who from his Charmer's Sight is doom'd to pare 
But, to be cur'd, who will not bear the Smart ? 
Oft down our Throats we're forc'd to pour, in haſte, 


Reſtoring Draughts, tho' nauſeous to the Taſte. 
| To 


/ 
J 


A Cure for Lovs. 35 


To fave our Bodies, we're compel'd to feel 

The painful Tryal of the burning Steel, C 

And Drink's deny'd us, tho' we flame like Hell, 

No Torture's ſo extreme but we'll endure, 

When 'tis deſign'd reffe& a deſp'rate Cure. 

What Wretch would then refuſe to bear the Pain 

That waits on Abſence, ſince it cools the Brin 

And purges Love from every boiling Vein? 

The firſt Eſſays of Abſence {till appear 

To wound the Mind with Torments moſt ſevere ; 

But when Forgetfulneſs has heal'd the Smart, 

With Unconcern it fits upon the Heart. 

Perhaps to leave your native Home you mourn, 

Yer you will go, tho' eager to return. 

"Tis not the Hopes of ſeeing that once more, 

But the bright Eyes of her whom you adore, c 

That from your hated Exile charms you o'er. 

If you return not dead to ſoft Deſires, 

Your Breaſt will glow again with amr'ous Fires. 

Abſence, defign'd to cure, will noxious prove, 

By giving Courage to rebellious Love. 

The beauteous Nymph, from whoſe bright Charms 
you flew, 

Will in your Boſom fiercer Flames renew. 


RESOLTFFIO0O XN 


PITE of her Charms your Reſolution hold, 
And, having gain'd a Conqueſt, ſtill be bold. 
Souls firmly bent the Force of Love deſpiſe ; 
For Cupid, if reſiſted, always flies. | 
F 2 Ree 
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Reflections on the & E &. 
Hould your Affairs oblige your Stay ſo far 0 


That you in Town mult every Day appear, 
And, tho' deſirous, cannot ſhun the Fair; 
The nobleſt Method to revenge the Pain, 
Is, without Groaning, to ſhake off your Chain. 
But ſure tis hard, without Concern, to part, 
And tear her Image from your bleeding Heart; 
He that's fo brave's above the b'ing defin'd, 
Nor are my Rules for that great Soul deſign'd, c 
Bur ſuch as want the Pow'r, yet are inclin'd. 
Oft make Reflections on the cunning Sex, 
How many Ways they ſtrive Mankind to vex. 
One Day they're ſullen, ſplenetic and fad, 
The next they're merry, frolickſome and mad. 
Bear in your Mind their cloſe intriguing Wiles, 
Their jilting Humours, and deluding Smiles, 
Their lofty Looks, and mis-becoming Scorn, 
Which on their Brows in courting Hours are worn. 
Who would be doom'd the ſervile Pains to bear, 
The awful Diſtance, and obſervant Care, 0 
That ſtill attend our Courtſhip to the Fair? 
— with dull laborious Hands go plough, 

an thus debaſe our ſelves, and ſtoop ſo low, 
To waſte our Youth in the damn'd fawning Trade, 
And be the jeſt of Madam's Waiting- Maid. 
Fancy her lewd, tho' ſhe her Hand denys; 
affected Modeſty plays in her Eyes, ! 


And to all Queſtions baſhfully replys. 
| Your 


„ c ai. 


A Cure for Lo vx. 37 
Your Back once turn'd, the curſt diſſembling Fair 
Aſſumes the Wildneſs uſual to her Air, 
Laughs out aloud, and turns to Ridicule 
The fond Addreſſes of her am rous Fool. 
Then, maſk'd and hooded, drives away, when dark, 
To White s, the Play-Houſe, or th' intriguing Park £ 
On thund'ring Wheels to meet the favour'd Spark. 
Suppoſe you view his Arms embrace the Dame, 
And her Eyes ſparkling with a luftful Flame ; 
Fancy the Hero in your Damſel's Arms, 
Whilſt at a Diſtance you admire her Charms: 
The black Idea will not fail to move | 
Far from your Breaſt all Thoughts of nuprial Love. 
Some choice Reflections take from Dryden's Lines, 
Where, in her native Vileneſs, Woman ſhines, 
With ſpiteful Joy revolve each bitter Page, | 
Which, with the noble Fire of Satyr's Rage, > 
Laſhes the Beauties of the Roman Age. 
But you perhaps will ſay, their monſt'rous Crimes 
Are never practis'd in our modern Times; 
Therefore ſuch Dealing is not juſt, nor fair, 
The Dames of Rome with Albion to compare; 
In whoſe bright Compoſition oft are join'd 
The Form of Venus and Diana's Mind. 
Miſtaken Youth! all Women are the fame, 
Equally prone to all that blackens Fame, 
Tho' ſome have Wiſdom to conceal their Shame. 
No more let Fame of Cleopatra tell, 
Egypt's fair Punk, or painted Fezabel ; 
Since London Nymphs do theſe out-ſhine as far, 
As the Sun's Light excels rhe fmalleſt Star; 2 
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So early lewd, it may almoſt be ſaid 
That they were born without a Maiden-Head. 
For, tho” they're ſeeming cold, within do dwell 
e. Etna, and the Fire of Hell. 

or are their Flames to Man alone confin'd, 
But, wildly raging, ſeize on their own Kind; 
Their Paſſion riſes now from female Charins, 
And Man they mimick in each other's Arms. 
Yet here ſome Deeds of theirs remain unrold, 
Leſt Nature, at the Tale, ſhould ſtrait grow cold £ 
Too grofs for Words, for modeſt Ears too bold. 
Nay, they on Vices maſculine encroach, 
And, o'er cold Tea, obſcene Diſcourſes broach. 
Could you bur hear, each Night, the fine Harangue 
They make in private to their female Gang, 
When, warm'd with Ratafian Juice, they reel, 
And in broad Tales ftrive which ſhall moſt bucel ; 
The burning Blood into your Cheeks would ruſh, 
And Betty Sands, were ſhe now living, bluſh. 
Might we but ſearch ſome Ladies Cloſets round, a 


Perhaps the Shelves, and Tables, might be found 
With ſmutty Books and Brandy-Bottles crown'd. 
Nor are the Seeds of Vice in Age leſs ſtrong 
Than in the Boſom of the giddy Young: 

For ſhameleſs Matrons, with induſt'rious Pains, 
Bawd for their Daughters now, and ſhare the Gains, 
Harbour the worſt of Thoughts of Womankind, 
They'll cool the am'rous Fever of the Mind. 
They're vain, conceited, mercenary, proud, 
IIl-natur'd, lewd, impertinent and loud. 
Hence the diſtaſteful Seeds of Hate will rife, 
And the whole Sex ſeem odious to your Eyes. 


If 


| 


A Cure for Love. 39 


If to your Miſtreſs Nature has been kind, 

Be vs — to her bright Perfections blind. 

If any Faults ſhould in her Frame appear, 

Be ſure to mark them with the niceſt Care. 
Should wond'rous Beauties grace her ſhining Form, 
You muſt want Eyes to view each Juſt'rous Charm. 
If ſhe's eſteem'd a celebrated Dame, 

Explode the Town, and their dull Fancy blame. 
Examine ſtrictly every Fault that lies | 
Obvious to Sight, diſrob'd of all Diſguiſe, 5 
And wittily contrive to cheat your Eyes. 

If plumb, unwieldy let the Fair be thought, 
Brown, black; if ſlender, Leanneſs is a Fault. 

If ſhe's well-bred, think her a flaunting Minx; 

If rude, her Carriage of the Country ſtinks. 

Beg her to ſhew her Skill in that the moſt, 
Of whoſe Performance ſhe the leaſt can boaſt. 
Preſs her to ſing, tho' ſhe's a Voice would ſcare 
The hooting Bird that rends the mid-night Air. 
It aukward and unſkill'd in tripping Feet, 
Often to dance the baſhful Maid intreat. 


Raiſe ſome Diſcourſe, that your attentive Ear 
Her clowniſh Diale& may often hear. 

Tho' at each Step ſhe ſhakes the trembling F loor, 
Swear ſhe treads light, and beg her walk it o'er. 
It ſwagging Breaſts her riſing Cheſt adorn, 

Let no fine Steinkerk round her Neck be worn. 
Has ſhe weak Eyes, or Teeth that ſtand awry? 
Relate ſome Tales to make her laugh or cry, 
That the Defects more plainly may appear, 
When ſhe prepares to weep, and when to ſneer, 


If 


It unpolite her Language ſhould appear, 2 
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If ſuch harſh Methods are but well improv'd, 


They'll raiſe your Scorn of her whom once you 
lov'd. 


the MARRIAGE 
Bſerve the variousPlagues that crown his 100 


Who raſhly ventures on that Thing call'd 

. Doom'd to eternal Noiſe, and daily Strife. [Wife 

Oh! what a Length of Torments does he prove, 

Only for one ſhort Honey-Moon of Love 

For all his Hours beſides are cram'd with Cares, 

Heart- burning Thoughts, deep Sighs, and reſtleſs 
Fears; 

Slave to his Vaſſal, robb'd of Liberty, 

And only Death can ſet his Sorrows free. 

Could Women once be taught to be ſincere, 

We then might chuſe a Wife with prudent Care: 

But now in vain we uſe our utmoſt Arts, 

To ſearch the Bottom of their canker'd Hearts. 


A Hoard of gay unnumber'd Vanities, 

Which, during Courtſhip, flily they diſguiſe. 

But when the fatal Marriage-Knot is ty'd, 

And ſhe begins to loſe the Name of Bride; 

Then her IIl-Humours, that in ſecret lay, 

To the aſtoniſh'd Wretch their Rage diſplay; 

And ſhe, that did appear all ſoft and mild, 

Strait grows a Fury, terrible, and wild. 

With clam'rous Noiſe the ecch'ing Roof reſounds, 

And her ſhrill Tongue her Huſband's Senſe a 
I 


In whoſe dark Caverns ſtill there brooding lies | 


8. 
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If rich, ſhe thinks ſhe may command by Law, 
While with her Portion ſhe'll your Perſon awe. 
Than this no Fortune ſure can well be worlſe; 
For a rich Wife is bur a gilded Curſe. 

If ſhe by Chance is virtuous, then the Noiſe, e 
Ariſing from that Pride, your Peace deſtroys, #& 
And you will with a Whore had been your Choice: 5 
Whom Want of Fame will give her Care to pleaſe, 
And not your Ears with daily Boaſting teaze. _ 
But if immod'rate Warmth inſpires her Veins, 0 


Then ſhe for Want of bridal Rites complains, 
And vows no Man-hood in your Boſom reigns. 
To Doftor's-Commons ſtrait ſhe bends her Courſe, 
And from your Impotence obtains Divorce. 
Then being forc'd her Portion to return, | 
Unpity'd, and in Silence, you may mourn c 
Your injur'd Fame, expos'd to publick Scorn. 
Thouſands of Ills, beſides, in Marriage dwell, 
Too black and num'rous for my Muſe to tell: 
Theſe are enough to make you early fly 
From Love, the Road that leads to Miſery. 


A fmgle LIF E. 


HUS having view'd the Torments chat attend 
1 A Flame, chat does in nuptial Fetters end; 
Now fix your Eyes upon a fingle State, 
On which a Train of heav'nly Comforts wait. 
The marry'd Life is but a diſmal Scene, 
Stuck round with Thorns inſtead of chearful Green. 
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But this fair Proſpect muſt allure your Eyes, 
Where ſuch a Throng of blended Beauties riſe, 
No loud domeſtick Jars diſturb his Reſt, ; 


Who is with this celeſtial Station bleſt, 
But Peace ſtill reigns the Goddeſs of his Breaſt. 
No anxious Grief with eating Venom preys 

Upon his {leepleſs Nights, or waking Days; 
Bur ſpringing Pleaſures the ſoft Hours adorn, 
And his whole Life's one gay continu'd Morn. 
Behold a Steer, to Labour yet unbroke, 
Whoſe youthful Neck ne'er wore the galling Yoke, 
How briſk he ſkips around the verdant Plains, 
And through the Meads with boundleſs Freedom 

reigns; 

Whilſt * dull Ox, condemn'd to drag the Plough, 
Beneath a daily Weight is forc'd to bow. 
Theſe are juſt Emblems of each diff rent State, 
That teach you which to choſe, and which to hate. 
Who would forſake a Walk, whoſe pleaſant Round 
With fragrant Flow'rs and vernal Sweets was 
_ crown'd, 
For one where Thorns and Hemlock load the 
Ground ? 3 
This is the Caſe of him who, for a Wife, 
Quits the dear Pleaſures of a ſingle Life. 
Unleſs baſe Servitude has Charms to pleaſe 
Your grov'lling Soul, indulge not Love's Diſeaſe ; 
But with a Warmth defend your Liberty, 
And live, as Nature firſt deſign'd you, free. 


EXAMPLE. 
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E X AMP L E. 


INCE 'tis well known Examples will prevail, 

) When wholſome Precepts, and good Counſel 
fail, 

This mournful Story I from Ovid choſe, 

Which may your Mind to hate the Sex diſpoſe. 

Iphis, a gen'rous Youth, tho' low in Fame, 

With Love beheld Anaxarete's Frame ; 8 

From Teucer's noble Race the Charmer came. 

Through ev'ry Vein the ſubtle Poiſon roul'd, 

Thence Flames aroſe too fierce to be controul'd. 

Long Time with all his beſt Efforts he ſtrove, 

To ſtop the Growth of his preſumptuous Love; 

Art length, when Reaſon could not calm Deſpair, 

With ſuppliant Looks he went to court the Fair. 

In all the Softneſs of a Lover's Strain, 

Trembling, he told the Nymph his wond'rous Pain, 

Sometimes he begs her Confidante to plead 

His mournful Cauſe, in Hopes ſhe might ſucceed 

Sometimes with piteous Words allures a Friend, 

Upon whoſe Faith he firmly could depend, 

To be his Advocate, and beg the Fair 

To prove indulgent to his ardent Pray'r. 

Expreſſive Lines, writ with the ſofteſt Art, 

Declare the Suff rings of his bleeding Heart; 


With am'rous Chaplets he her Doors adorn'd, 


Diſtain'd with Tears, which his fond Paſſion 


mourn'd, 
G 2 His 
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His tender Limbs whole Nights the Threſhold 
preſs'd, 


Expos'd to Winds and Rain, his anxious Breaſt 8 


Grew unacquainted with the Joys of Reſt. 
She, raging worſe than the tempeſtuous Main, 


When - foaming Waves ſwell high its watry Plain, 


Converts her Beauty to ſevereſt Frowns, 
Which on his Boſom fix much deeper Wounds. 
The haughty Maid his gen'rous Warmth diſdains, 


And with inſulting Speeches mocks his Pains. 


With Paſſion grown too mighty to be born, 
Diſdain'd to languiſh long beneath her Scorn. 
Wrought up to Madneſs, thus he Silence broke; 
And at the Door theſe piercing Accents ſpoke : 
Farewel Anaxarete, cruel Maid! 

No more ſhall you my lighted Flame upbraid ; 
No more my Paſſion ſhall your Ears oftend, 
Since, with my Life, my fond Complainings end. 
Wanton in Smiles, ſing J pœan now, 

And let victorious Laurels bind your Brow. 

O'er a torn Heart in ſportive Triumph ride, 
That falls a Martyr to your female Pride. 

Ves, I will die, embrace the peaceful Grave, 
Proud of b'ing call'd your barb'rous Beauty's Slave. 
Thus dying, to the World my Fate ſhall prove 
That, in ſome Meaſure, I deſerv'd your Love. 
Ev'n your inhuman and relentleſs Soul, 

Spite of its Scorn, ſhall with Compaltiion roul. 


Nor ſhall my Death be told by babling Fame, 0 


Ipbis, whoſe Love-fick Soul was hourly torn c 


But your own cruel Eyes ſhall view the ſame, 


To glut your Vengeance on my breathleſs Frame. 
0 


[ 
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O Jove ſupreme! if thy immortal Care "FP 

Reſpects the Actions of our lower Sphere, | 

Grant that ſucceeding Times may read my Name, 

And what I want in Life make up in Fame. 

Then t'wards the Potts, with Garlands often 

crown'd, 

He lifts his Arms and Eyes, in Sorrow drown'd. 

High on the Top the fatal Cord he ty'd ; 

This ſure will ſatisfy her flinty Pride: 

Thus ſay'ng, with all his Weight he forwards {prung, 

And on the Door the ſtruggling Burden hung: 

Struck with the ſounding Force it open flew, 

Preſenting the fad Spectacle to View. 

Wich Horror ſeiz'd the Servants ſhriek'd aloud, 

And in Confuſion round the Body croud. 

Not all their Arts could vital Heat reſtore ; 

Back to his Mother the dead Corps they bore. 

She beats her aged Breaſt, and rends her Haar, 

In all the Agony of wild Deſpair; 

Her feeble Arms his pallid Limbs embrace, 

Then waſhes o'er with pious Tears his Face, c 

And on his Cheeks ſpreads fruitleſs Warmth apace. 

But now the Hour of Burial being come, 

In Pomp they bear him to his ſilent Tomb. 

Near to that Street through which the Fun'ral came, 

Anaxarete dwelt ; that ſcornful Dame. | 

The hideous Yellings, and diſtracted Cries, 

With Terror did th' aſtoniſh'd Maid ſurpriſe ; 

Yer, with a Smile, that ſeem'd to ſpeak Delight, 

We'll view (cry'd ſhe) this mighty ſhocking Sight. 

Scarce had her Eyes beheld the fatal Bier, 

But their extended Balls grew ſtiff with Fear 1 
8 


Transform'd to Stone, 


2 es 


46 A Cure for Lovs. 


The Life's warm Stream her azure Veins forſook, 
And her whole Frame a flinty Hardneſs took ; 


Fix'd in one ſettled Poſture both remain, 
the juſt Reward of her 


To ſtir her Head and Feet ſhe ſtrove in vain, 


Diſdain. 
Here you have ſeen a wretched Youth betray'd 
To ſhameful Death, by a relentleſs Maid, 
Let his Misfortunes learn you to beware 
How you addreſs a haughty charming Fair. 
For, tho' the Story's feign'd, on this depend, 
Millions of Lovers thus their Days would end, 
If cruel Beauty, that delights to kill, 
Had but a Pow'r extenſive as its Will. 


DISSIMULATION. 


IKE Women counterfeit, when moſt you burn 
Mad for their Charms, yet ſeem to ſlight 
their Scorn. 
Should your ſcorch'd Heart glow withÆtnean Flame, 
Look cold as Alpine Rain before the Dame. 
Should your fad Soul be torn with anxious Cares, 
And your ſwoln Eyes be like to burſt with Tears; 
Let not their Streams before your Miſtreſs flow, 
But all the Marks of cold Indiff'rence ſhow. 
Tis then ſhe triumphs with a barb'rous Pride, 
When down your Cheeks the mournful Torrents 
glide. 


Let 
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Let your gay Looks conceal your inward Pain, 7 
Nor of your reſtleſs Nights to her complain, 5 
But with a Laugh deſpiſe her fierce Diſdain. 
When e'er you meet the haughty frowning Fair, 
Sing, or take Snuff, with a regardleſs Air. 
Oft when we cloſe our Eyes, diſſembling Sleep, 
Subſtantial Slumbers o'er our Temples creep; 
So counterfeiting Scorn, when preſt with Love, 
May real Paſſion from the Heart remove. 


Love thrives by Uſe, by Uſe tis cruſh'd again; 8 


; 
17 


He that has once well learnt the Art to feign, 
May bid Defiance to the am'rous Pain. 


Variety of MIT STRESS ES. 


OU that are bent the Force of Love to 
tame, 
Make two at once the Rivals of your Flame; 
For ev'n the ſtrongeſt Paſſion, when it flows 
In double Currents, ſtill the weaker grows. 
The fierceſt Blaze is eaſily ſubdu'd, 
When the bright Flame is choak'd with Loads of 
Wood. | 
A new Amour a ſtale Intrigue deſtroys, 
And ſated Love muſt yield to freſher Joys. 
As Poiſons conquer Poiſons, ſo one Flame 
Expels another from the Love-fick Frame. 
Fond of Oenone Paris ſtill had been, 
Had not his Eyes the beauteous Helen ſeen. 
Atrides, doom'd by wrathful Heaven to part 
And tear Cryſeis from his bleeding Heart, * 
ade 
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Made fair Briſeis fill the vacant Space, 


And, in the Raptures of one ſoft Embrace, 


Bury'd the Mem'ry of her once lov'd Face. 
Theſe ſhining Precedents from Hiſt'ry prove, 
That Change of Miſtreſſes will weaken Love. 


FOOD and W INM E. 


HAT I may well perform, in ev'ry Part, 


- The wholſom Function of Machaorn's Art; 

Here I deſign Phyſician-like to treat 

Of what you ought to drink, and what to eat, 0 

Since all Diſtempers riſe and fall by Meat. 

High Sauces, Soups, avoid, provoking Food, 

That cauſe impetuous Boundings in the Blood; 
ellys, Eringoes, Chocolate, forbear, | 

ith the long Bill of more luxurious Fare; 
Feed on cool Herbs, that keep the Body ſpare. 


Wines, moderately drank, injurious prove, 


But large inceſſant Draughts diſable Love. 
So gentle Rain revives the Sun-ſcorch'd Flowers, 


But if th' unfriendly Sky too fiercely pours, 


They're cruſh'd beneath the Weight of ſtormy 
Show'rs. 


ENFOYMEMT. 


Hould all theſe Recipes ſucceſleſs prove, 
Fruition is the certain Cure of Love. 


Sup- 
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Suppoſe the Lady ſhould' conſent at laſt, 

To make amends for all your Suff rings paſt; 

Fond of the Grant, and eager for her Charms, 

You claſp her Beauty in your trembling Arms; 

Extatic Joys at firſt your Soul ſurprize, 

And ſpeechleſs Raprures play around your Eyes ; 

But when a Calm ſucceeds; and Love retires, _ 

Pall'd and diſarm'd of all its vig'rous Fires; 

Expoſe her Glories naked to the Day, 

Wheſe ſearching Beams will num'rous Faults be- 
tra 

And by a Seki of what her Clothes conceal, 

The fatisus Motions of your Paffion quell. 

Then aſk your Reaſon, if that Moment's Bliſs, 

Empty and vain as a faluting Kiſs, 

Be. worth thoſe tedious Hours of curſt Fatigue, 

That you employ to compaſs an Intrigue. 

Soon as the fev'riſh Fit forſakes your Veins, 

And the cold Ague of Indiff rence reigns, 

Could you behold your own deſponding Look 

In ſome fair Glaſs, or a reflecting Brook, 

How o'er your Face a conſcious Shame is ſpread, 

Still to be vanquiſh'd in the am'rous Deed, 

Whilſt your fair Charmer yet unconquer 4 lies, 

And ſilently upbraids you with her Eyes; 

The ſenſual Joy hence- forward you'd: forſwear, 

In which the Brutes'may claim an equal Share; 

Abſtracted Pleaſures would your Mind engage, 

Far nobler than Fruition's goatiſh Rage. _ 

Yet 'tis the End at which our Wiſhes aim, | 

The nauſeous Object of the brighteſt Flame; c 

Our Paſſion eas'd we loath the fineſt Dame. 

H 
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For this we court with fawning Smiles the Fair, 
Sigh, ogle, die, look haggard, and deſpair. 
Why are our Moments worn in Sighs and Tears ? 
3 beats the trembling Heart with Hopes and 

Fears? 

The Hopes of gaining, and the Fears to loſe, 
3 The homely Bliſs which none but Brutes ſhould 
chuſe, 
Are what diſtract the Order of the Soul, 
And make our frantick Paſſions wildly roul. 
Who would thus wretchedly his Hours employ, 
To reap the loathſom momentary Joy, 
Whoſe dull Poſſeſſion does the Spirits cloy ? 
Tis Prudence ſure to ſhield our Souls from Love, 
Since only ſuch vile Means its Cure can prove, 


The CLOSE. 


HE Work is finiſh'd ; caſt a gracious Smile, 

Enamour'd Youths, to crown my gen'rous 
Toll. | 

Since I've endeavour'd to repel the Harms 

That may ariſe from ſcornful Beauty's Charms. 

Vainly I teach an Art, who cannot heal 

The bleeding Wounds that my own Spirits feel. 

I own the Force of Love, and Beauty's Pow'r, 

; Groaning beneath their Tyranny each Hour. 

Nine tedious Years I've born Love's racking Pain; 

Fix d in my Breaſt its hopeleſs Fires remain, 


| Pad for Paſtora till 1 burn in vain. ö 
| 'The 


A Cure for Lo vk. &Þ 


The glorious Blaze diſſolves my mortal Frame, 


And melts down Life before th' impetuous Flame} "% 


To others may theſe Rules more happy prove, 
Than I have found them, to aſſuage their Love! 
I love too fiercely, with a Zeal too great 

For humane Aid to mitigate its Heat ; 

Only the Damps of the cold Grave can cure 
The Pains Paſtora gives, and I endure, 
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